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Rose Colored Glasses by Darcie Sims 

There are some days when nothing helps.  Silent pain echoes across the 

heart leaving tear stains and shattered dreams.  It hurts to move, to think, to 

breathe.  It even hurts to be.  On those days, when memories burn scars 

deep into the soul, there seems little relief.                                                       

All the coping tricks we have tried in the past seem to fail us, and we are left 

with a pain so deep that we fear we will be consumed by it.  We firmly 

believe that we shall never again find hope or joy in this world.  Our own 

death often seems the only escape…..                                                                           

That despair comes at the bottom of the valley.  We have all stumbled 

across those treacherous rocks—many of us more than once.  Just as we 

begin to think that we might survive, something tumbles us back into the 

darkness, and we are sure we have drowned.                                                                   

What then?  It is as if we are left without our dreams or our memories.  

Existence has become a void, filled with nothingness—not even hurt.  On 

those days, we cannot even feel our pain.  We come to know that we can 

never return to the land of nursery rhymes where Humpty Dumpty is put 

back together without a trace of the jagged edges where he broke into a 

million pieces and where everything lives happily ever after.                                       

Those are the days when we must “put on” our rose-colored glasses and 

learn to “see” in new ways. I always carry my rose-colored glasses with me 

because I never know when such a day is going to happen.  My special 

glasses give a rosy hue to even the most dismal of views, but more 

important, people look at me differently.  Maybe they see me differently 

because I see things in a new way.                                                                            

Just putting on my rose-colored glasses gives me a lift.  I know that whatever 

I am looking at or feeling hasn’t really changed.  I have changed!  Whenever 

I have dared to laugh in the face of pain, the pain didn’t change or go away.  

I simply changed the way I saw the pain or the emptiness or the hurt of grief.  
Continued on page 2 



Page 2 Caring Thoughts 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

Continued from page 1 

Rose-colored glasses are simply a dramatic (and perhaps a little silly) change in perspective.  But what’s 

wrong with being silly or even childish sometimes?  If I can catch my breath and gain a few seconds of 

relief from the emptiness of my grief, then they have created a miracle for me.                                   

Wearing them isn’t denying anything, either.  Rather, it is claiming it all.  It is searching for joy and light 

and love, even in the darkest of corners.  Love is the reason we hurt.  But on those days when all we can 

see is the hurt, then we fear we may be losing the love as well.  Life does become good and warm and 

loving once again, but only when we have learned to trust enough to claim even that which hurts so 

terribly.  It is a part of us, and as such cannot be ignored or abandoned.                                                                                                                            

Looking at the world through rose-colored glasses isn’t being a Pollyanna; it’s being real in the most 

honest sense.  It is an attempt to both accept and live what if, instead of turning it all away and denying  

that love ever existed.  If you ever laughed with your loved one, you have already worn rose-colored 

glasses.  Don’t forget them now, they helped you conquer mountains before, and they will help you to 

see the other side of grief, someday.                                                                                                           

Don’t wait for joy to come to you—go find it.  Search for it, insist on it every day.  Wearing rose-colored 

glasses is a change in perspective; nothing more, nothing less.  It is not a choice between pain or no 

pain, but how we manage the pain we feel.                                                                                                      

The trick to those days is learning to live with what you got instead of wishing something else had 

happened.  As you pick your next step through the valley,  remember the rocks are everywhere, but so is 

the path!  Don’t let death rob you of the places in your heart where your loved one lives.  Don’t let death 

dominate the place where spring lives in your heart, either.                                                                        

We cannot protect ourselves from the rain, but we can go together in search of the rainbow.  We can’t 

let death rob us of our rose-colored glasses. 

Excerpt from article by Lisa Miller, Newsweek’s religion editor  

 If you search for “In Memory of…” on Facebook more than 100,000 results pop up.  Following 

Michael Jackson’s death, more than 150,000 people commented on his Facebook wall.  The Virginia 

Tech tragedy pulled millions of young people to the site.                                                                                                

 This is how we collectively mourn:  Globally. Together. Online.                                                                   

 One might imagine such virtual mourning is shallow, but its’ not.  Here is a real gathering place, 

where friends can grieve together—and where the deceased continues, in some sense, to exist. You’re 

creating something like a tombstone, but people can visit that tombstone anytime, anyplace, as long as 

they have Internet access.                                                                                                                   

 We live in a disjointed time.  Many of us reside far from our families and have grown indifferent 

to the habits of organized religion.  Half of Americans will choose cremation over burial, and if we are 

buried, it will often be in a huge cemetery, among strangers, far from any place we would call home. 

Facebook keeps the person in the communal space—the way a churchyard would.     

R.I.P. on Facebook.  The Role of Internet Support  



In Memory of Geneva Fritz                       

   Marlene Sobek        

    

In Memory of Lois Wulf   

   Her daughters: Sharon, Pam, 

and Barb               

  

In Memory of Dottie Kendall                     

   Her family                                          

   Gerry & Teresa Fanta 

    

  In Memory of Shirley Raisbeck 

    Virginia Rowe 

               

In Memory of Robert Richter                                                        

    Duane & Jean Kidd 

 

In Memory of Margaret Schleicher 

   Charles & Carolyn Burggraf 

   Viki Schmidt 

   Shirley Stillman 

   Bronnie Martin & Peggy Belcher 

   Sharon Stoney 

   Michael & Kathleen Walker 

   Mr. & Mrs. Michael Sweeney 

   Leo & LouAnn Yasquirre 

   Linda Jane Corredor 

   Marcella Leibfried 

   Her family    

   The Univ. of Texas Applied   

 Research Lab. Employees   

   Thomas & Jonni Sue Cudworth 

   San Juana Salinas 

   Am. Family Ins. Group, Madison 

   Tom & Diane Schmitz   

   Mary & Richard Barton 

   Joseph & Pat Krantz 

 

Thank you…. 

Memorial contributions and donations enable us to 

extend comfort, care, and support to other patients and 

their families.  We are grateful. 
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Grant County Hospice Sponsored Grief Support Group 
Grant County Hospice sponsors “Sharing the Grief Journey” support 

group. This is held at:   Grant Regional Health Center,  507 South 

Monroe  Street, Lancaster, WI in the Monroe Conference Room 

located at Entrance E-1.   This group is free and open to all who are 

grieving.          The group meets at  6:00 pm and lasts about 1 hour.           

Call 723-6416 for details.                        

Dates for 2010:   August 16, September 20 , October 18, November 

15, and December 20 
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Service of Remembrance 

On May 11th, our Annual Service of Remembrance 

was held  at Christ Lutheran Church in Lancaster.                               

The service acknowledged those persons who passed 

away within the past year.         

The service consisted of readings, music and lighting 

a candle for each person served.      

 For those of you that were unable to attend and 

would like your loved one’s candle, please contact a 

hospice staff member at 723-6416. 

 

Change Service Requested 


